Up. 




Hunt. At Barwickc, and come thus fiirrc for helpc. 

T^oore man. 1 fir, it was told me in my fleepe. 

That fweete Saint Albones (hould giue me my fight againe. 
Hum. What are lame too ? 

P.man. I indeede fir, God helpe me. 

Ham. How camft thou lame ? 

T. man. With falling off a plum tree. 

Ham. Wert thou blind & would climb plumtrecsf 
P. man. Neuer but once fir in all my life. 

My wife did long for plummcs. 

Ham. But tell me,wert thou borne blindc ? 

P.man. 1 truly fir. 

Woman. I indeed fir, he wasborne blindc. 

Ham. What art thou his mother 1 
Woman. His wife fir. 

Ham. Hadft thou becne his mother. 

Thou couldft haue better tolde. 

Why let me fee, I thinke thou canft not fee yet, 

Pavan. Y es truly matter, as cleare as day. 

Ham. Sayft thoufo: what colours his cloake t 
P. man. Red mafler } as red as blood. 

Ham. And his cloake ? 

P.man. Why that’s greene„ 

Ham. And what colour’s his hofe ? 

P. man. Yellow matter, yellow as gold. 

Ham. And what colour’s my Gownc ? 

P.man. Blackc fir,as blackc as let. 

King. Then belike he knowes what colour iet is on* 

Saf. And yet I thinke let did he neuer fee. 

Ham. But dokes & gowns ere this day many a one. 

But tell me firra,what’s my name ? 

P.man. Alas matter I know not,. 

Ham. What’s his name ? 

P.man. I know not. 

Ham. Nor his? 

P.man. No truly fir. 

Ham. Nor his name ? ^ 

< ' fi*M» 


0f Tofke and Lane* ft et : 

P.man. No indeede matter. 

Hum. Whats thine owne name ? 

P. man. Sander, and it pleafe you maitter. 

Ham. Then Sander fit there, the lyingeftknauc inChriftcn- 
dom. If thou hadft bene borne blinde, thou mightft afwel haue 
knowne all our names, as thus to name the feuerall colours wee 
do weare. Sight may diftinguifh of colodrs,but fodainly to no- 
minate them all, it is impoffible. My Lords/ S. Albones heere 
hath done a miracle,& would you not think his cunnin^ to bee 
great, that could rettore this Cripple to his legs againe . 

P.man. Oh matter I would you could. 

Ham. My Matters ofS. Albones, 

Haue you not Beadles in your Towne, 

And things call’d whippes? 

UWayer. Yes my Lord, if it pleafe your Grace. 

Ham. Then fend for one p refen tly. 

Maior. Sirra, go fetch the Beadle hi ther ftraight. Exit one. 
Hum. Now fetch me a ftoole hither by and by. 

Now firra,if yo,u meane to faue your felfe from whipping, 

L eape me ouer this ftoole, and runne away. 

Enter a 'Beadle. 

P. man. Alas matter I am not able to ftand alone, 

You go about to torture me in •vaine. 

Ham. Well fir, we mutt haue y ou findc yourlcgges, 

Sirra Beadle, whip him till he leape ouer that fame ftoole. 

Beadle. 1 willmy Lord, come on firra, off with your Doublet 
quickly. 

Poore man . Alas matter what {hall I do, lam not able to ftand- 

After the Beadle bath bit him one ter\e , be leases ouer the ftoole, and 
runnes atvay 7 and they ran after htm, crying a Myraclc, a <JWj~ 

Ham. A miracle, a miracle, let him be taken againe, and whipte 
through euery' Market Towne till he comes-at Barwicke where 
he was borne. 

Exit Mayor. 

^.MyXord Protestor hath done wonders to day,, 

Hec. 
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